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THE SATURDAY MORNING COURIBR

DOLE XS

A dapper young woman entered an
eastern newspaper office the o:ihl:hd::
and singling out the sporting an
editors fentertained fthemYwith an Im-

el et

promptu discourse? oycling -
men, riding costu or _womon, etc.
She said, among other thln@
bieycle rider, and I know bicyels riding,
done properly,
I8 THE ATTRACTION

that will get women out of doors, give
them exercigs, improve their health, and
add to thelr own personal appearance.
I have learned this from eight years of
experience on the wheel. The groat
point about this, however, is that there
is a way to ride and a way ot to ride.
Women need to avoid the errors of the
gentlomen riders of the wheel. Riding
to broak records or to make records is
bad, especially in the case of women, It
is abusing a healthy pastime that ought
to be follov; «d solely for pleasurs. When
followed es u recreationon rational prin-
ciplea it cannot help but be a benefit to
women folk. Two things are to be con.
gldered by the women riders, They
are position and dress. A lady rider
should always sit squarely on the saddle,
with head erect, and the saddle should
be high enough to prevent that singularly
awkward movement of the knees that
resembles the motions of a grasshopper,
A lady should always ride a bicycle as
gracefully as she does a horse, and there
in no reason in the world why she should
not. Dress has a great deal to do with
making bicycling popular with women,
Bicycling is & pustime that any woman
may indulge in with perfect propriety,
and yet a good many women are preju-
diced against it because of theill-looking
attire that many women wear. A pretty
girl always looks prettier on a bicycle,
but she cannot appear well unlesa she is
dressed becomingly. Some women
riders seem to think that any old gar-
ment is good enough to go bicycle frid
ing in. They ought to see themselves
a8 othera see them, and they would
never go riding in old or shabby gar-
ments again. Othera wear gowns that
the wind plays havoe with, and still
others copy the style of race horse
jockeys. All these things tend to de-
grade bicyeling,

“ ‘Well, what is the proper thing to
wear?!' was asked.

“The gown should be of dark blue or
black. But, after all, it isn't so much
what the dress worn is, as it is what is
worn under it. A woman should con
sult her comfort in the matter of under-
wear. There is a good deal of reform
agitation going on about bicycle dress
for women. In Boston the women are
urged to wear the Syrian trousers, but
that is too radical. Now, the way I
dress is this: [ wear no petticoats, but
instead what are called equestrian
trousers. What are equestrian trousers?
Why they are tights, plain tights, closely
knitted and warm. Comfort in riding a
bicycle depends very largely on the
underwear of the rider. Women should

always use the union underwear, with
an equipoise waist. That does away |
with corsets, and gives free play to the |
upper part of the body, The outer gown
is of the walking gown pattern, with a
close fitting double breasted habit
waist, open at the throat to permit the
insertion of a'shirt front with a collar
and searf. For this habit on warm days
i loose waist of silk or cambrie may be
substituted. The making of the proper
bicycle dress is an important feature.
It should be lined with black satin.
That will permit it to slip easily over
the knees and not impede the movement
of the kneea, How to keep a dress in
order when the wind blows briskly is a
problem that bothers many women
riders. 1 will show you how I do it.”
The young woman lifted the hem of her
black satin lined gown and pointed to a
line of tape, about an inch in width,
sewed along the bottom of the gown in
front and at the sides. *“That is sewn
in that tape at regular intervals,” she
said. It gives sufficient weight to keep |
the dress from blowing upward, no|
matter how stiff the breeze, See how it |
works!" The young woman sat down |
and caught up the dress a tritle and let
it go again. It slid instantly back into
place. *“The dress,” she continued,
should be cut so that it will hung about
two inches from the ground when the
wearer is walking, The best material
for a bicycle gown I find, is cravenette
¢loth, It is dust proof and water proof,
and durable. Gauntlet gloves should be
worn with the gown. The hat should
be of the Alpine equestrian pattern and
the shoes should be low and square-toed.
You see this attire doesnot depart much
from the conventional style of any neat
walking attire. Yot it improves the ap-
pearance of any woman bicycle rvider,
and because it is pretty and neat, it will
make all women riders look attractive,
und the pretty ones prettier still, It
will popularize the healthtul sport. 1If
& woman thus attired will mount a
bieyele, ride slowly with head erect and
draw in long breaths and fill her lungs
with good fresh air she will get the tull
benefit of the exercise and pleasure of
bicyeling. In beginning, two hours'
riding is enough, This can be increased
daily, little by little, until st length the
ridee can ride all day if she wants to
without feeling fatigue. The bicycle
abould never be ridden at any time so

long aa the rider feela tired out. If the
women will take up bloycling in the
manner I recommend they will discover
that it is a delightful recreation. They
will got in a fascinating way the exer-
cise they much need, and then health,
and looks, and digestion, will all be im-
proved.”
Something Lacking.

Miss Flirtsome—And you say you have
pever kissed a pretty girl? How 'n’.'&“""
You da:'lmmullmm the

Mr. de Cyplque—No, not exactly,

Miss Flirteome (coquettinhly) — Well,
surely ‘cu have not lacked the unity?

=lr;. Cynlque—No, not exactly.

Flirtsome—What waa It, then, you
lacked ?

Mr. de Cynique—The pretty girl. =New
York llmi:l ! .

Turning the Tablea.

“Poor Billy, he's down on his luck,” sald
Dawson. “His tallor has turned on him
Billy always paid him on the installment
plan, and the other day he bought a dress
sult, and the tailor sald he'd send it home
on the installment plan, too—coat when
Billy had paid for it, then the vest, then a
leg of the trousers, and so on.”—Harper's

Well Named,

*“This Is angel cake,'" remarked one of
the boarders at Mra, Hasheroft's feedery
when the dessert was reached.

“l know,” n-rlhnl the one addressed.
“Why s it so ealled "

*Because of its fntal efTects, [ suppose.”
~Pittsburg Chronicle-Telegraph.

No Improvemont.

*“No, he's no better," sald a woman when
she doctor eame to visit her husband,
*You told meto give bim as much of the

wder as would lay on a 10 cent plece. I

n'ta 10, but | gave him as much as
would go on 10 ones, and he's worse If any-
thing.""—Youth's Companion.

Auother Matter Entirely.

Mra. Dimling (to ber daughter)—Why
sre you so censorious about Amy! The Bi-
ole says we must love our enemies.

Mins Dimling—But she's not my enemy.
she's my dearest (riend, —Truth

After the Rejection.

Mr. Dolley (bitterly)—You refuse me, but
rou never refused my presents,

Miss Gilgal—No, they were of some value. |

=Detroit Free Press,

Unsettled Yet.
Friend—1 suppose everything ssettled in
egard to the marriage of your daughter? |
ley—Well, yes, everrthing but the!
dlls —Tit- Bita,

Kothisg Galned.

S

Miss Pinkerly—I hear, Mr. Tutter, thai
fou wrote Miss Panhandle a poem on her
sonvalestence. By the way, how Is she get-
ing on?

Tatter—I undemtand that she has had a
elapse,—Truth.

. Concentration.
Ihe man who seeks one thing in life, and but

one

May hope to achieve it before life be done.

But he who secks al] things wherever he goes

Only :e.npu from the hopes which around him
MOWS

A harvest of barren regrets.

A Suhject For Sympathy.

The prisoner, a tough looking eitizen
with a prognathous cast of countenance
and a eye, had been found guilty of
beating his horse to death,

“I wish it were in my power to punish
your brutality as it deserves by sendi
you to the penitentiary,” said the magis-
trate, with strong indignation, “*but I shall
fine you $100, and you will stand committed
till the fine and costs are paid.”

“Can't you make it a little lighter,
squire!” pleaded the prisoner, drawing the
back of a grimy band across his eyes,
“That's purty hard on a man that's just
lost & good hosa!"—Chicago Tribune.

Hood's Pills cure consumption, They
are the best after-dinner pill and tamily

| eathartic.

Wantenp—Nursing by a thoroughly

experienced and competent nurse. Have | shall not hold dis case u
Inquire yo'. We shall bang de emblem of mournin

nursed ten years in the east,
1035 F street.

J

|
|
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THE LIMEKILN CLUB.

BROTHER GARDNER TALKS ABOUT
THE TORPEDO CHICKEN,

He Tells Witk Great Niogquensa New
Brether Casinloupe Johnson Passed
From This Earth Away by Making the
Mistake of Mis Life.

[Copyright, 188, by Charies B, Lewis]
“It are my painful dooty,” sald Brother

ardner as ho arose with a letter in his | olght feet,

T

“to announocs to dis club dat de grim
destroyer has obertooken another member
of disclub. Brudder Johnson,

an his bad side, same as de rest of
us. His loss won't oreate any pertickler
vacuum in 8¢ Louis, and yit he Alled &
sartin place while he libed.
libed & deal longer hil he heeded my
advice, He waa de sort of man who couldn’s
belleve anythin onless he saw It wid his
own eyea When dat Ohio man Invented
de torpedo ehicken, I writ to Brudder John
son to look out furit. [ explained how It
worked. | caushuned him dat death lurked
In de hencoop an dat he'd better buy his
fowls at de reg'lar price an in de reg'lar
way. Disletter am from Brudder John-
son's widder. It says dat he wan found in
an alley all busted to pleces, an she belleves
dat a powder magazive blowed up sum-
whar or dat he was obertooken by an airth-
quake. Pore woman! It am better thus,
an 1 shall not attempt to ondecelve her.”
There was a gencral movemens in the
hall, showing intense excitement, and after
a minute Brother Gardner continued:
“I hev de pictur befo’' me. It am a dark
night in 8t. Louis. A gentle rain am de

/-"""\
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“A DARK NIGHT IN 8T. Louls.”

scendin. Brudder Cantelope Johnson am
sittin by his own fireside. He suddenly
feels dat he would like fried chicken fur
breakfas’. De market am shet up, an he
can't buy nuffin. He rises up an takes my
ole letter outer de top buroo drawer an
reads it. When he eumlduwnum
whar 1 tell bim dat de torpedo
can't be told in de dark from a fat pullet,
he smiles in contempt at my innercense
He thinks of me as & ole yahoo
whﬂlm!dblowul de gas an go to bed
smilin.

“Five minits later Drudder Johnson am
out doahs wid an empty bag under hisarm.
His wife thinks be am goin sumwhar fur
shavin's. He reckolects a sartin hencoop
in & sartin alley, an his steps turn dat way.

“I foller Brudder Johnson in {magina-
shun. He keeps dat same smile on his face
He feels it his dooty to write to me an cau-
shun me ag'in bettin any money oude string

game.

“Now Brudder Johnson has turned Into
dealley. Now he has stopped to peer an
listen. Now he tiptoes along an reaches de
alley doal of de hencoop. His mouf waters,
an he feels hungry as he thinks of de ment
Inside.

“Now Brudder Johnson has pried off a
bo'd wid de ole chisel he brung along. Now
he erawls into de coop. He can't see, bus
his ears'tell him dat 22 fine fat fowls am
roostin widin reach of his hand. Now he
keerfully reaches out his right hand an
feela about till it rests on a fo'-pound hen.

D€ | She does not gin de alarm, but acts like she

was 'spectin him to cum an tauke her.

“Look! Listen! Now Brudder Johnson
gits a firm hold o’ dat hen an gine a sudden
yank. He am already tastin fried chicken
when dar cums a flash, a roar, a boo:.n. AD
all is ober! He had got hold of de torpedo
chicken. He had Invited de grim destroyer
to cum an bust him all to pleces, Dat same
smile of contempt fur me was on his face
when dey picked it up fo'ty rods away, |
hev no doubt dat jest as he yanked at dat
hen he was thinkin he orter telegraph me
not to soak my feet in kerosene an stick
‘em fnto de oven to dry,

“My fren's, I hev no lectur' toread yo'. |
as a warnin to

on de alley donh fur de usual length of
time, an we ahall pass de usual resolushun

Canon City conl ut the Whitebreast | of condolence wid de fam’ly. If dar am

| Coal and Lime Co,

A fine line of canned soups, 25 conts
per can,  Miller & Gifford, grocers,

|

any odder member of his club who am so
skeptical dat he must blow down de bar'l
of & gun to seeif it am loaded an who won't
believe dat over 700,000 torpedo chickens
am sittin on de hen roosts of dis kentry jest

The finest grocery store in the city. | bekase he hasn’t happened to see one, |

Miller & Gifford.

shall not consider it my dooty to argy wid
him. Lethim find out fur bhisseM, but let

Miss S, E. Blakesloe, fine dressmaking, | bim also rememberdat dis elub doan' pay

at Mrs. Gosper's, 1114 O street,

Fruited ice eream soda water made
from the natural fruit, at Rector's Phar
macy.

Lincolun Frame and Art Co,, 225 South
Eleventh.

Misses Boggs & Caffyn, dressmaking
parlors  F.ne stamping. 1311 M street
telephone 519,

Visit the New Btudents’ ]{l;ill'l‘}' and be
convineed that the work is first-cluss,
1034 O street.

“The Best" Laundry, 2208 O street,
telephone 570, H, Townsend & Co., pro-
prietors, Lincoln, Neb.

Rooms in Chicago,
Elegant roomas for World’s fair visitors
right at World's fair grounds. Prices

reusonable, Mus, E. B, Arreroer,
G617 Sheridan ave,,
tf Chicago.

The Union Pucitic Chonp Rates.
Only 83000 flret clags to Ogden, Salt
Lake, Helena, Bpokane and Portland
Ore.
For tull particulars call at city ticket
office 1044 O street.

|

|

no funeral spenses nor buy no gravestuns.”

THE ARIZONA KICKER.

The Frantle Attempt of an Esteemed and |

Its Resunlt,
Poor CriTrEr!—Monday afternoon we
lecided to buy a bell for the fimt church
rilitlce erected in this town, and Tuesday

OUR ESTEEMED HAD BEEN SHOOTIXG AT US.
morning we recelved a challenge to fight a
duoel with that low down, noaceount critter
whom we are cccasionally obliged to refer
10 as our estesmned contemporary. The mis

mwﬁallnuulm' and
mmar, and of course we no at-
to s ‘l\-nmhﬂh

ll;h l-.::om We had
were

whether Bod Williama wmm

o, Sepped e bt e ey

grooer, np n us our

esteemod been ahooting st us for the

ol himu
slammed him agninst & billboard wlth’meh
force that he remained in & senseless con-
dition for two houra. While the general
is that he m‘:rhu served, we
we hadn's

g

ide was when he
tioked our hat, He can’t shoot, edit, play
Elw make a publicspeech, got nominatel
office nor mix in soclety. His weekly
paper has no umnaubuo influence than an
"hy ho continues tolive
everybody., Bome editorsin
our place would have killed him long ago,
but we haven't the heart to even foreclose
the mortgnge we hold on his office. Nature
meant the coyote to fill a certaln position
among the anlmal ereatlon. Nature meant
our esteemed contemporary to do the same
thing among mankind, but just what sort
of a place no one will ever know, He may
‘be run over and killed by a drove of mulea
some day, but we shall never harm him,

Not A Succrss. —Professor Birdsall's pan-
oramic lecture on Japan at the town hall
Baturday evening resulted about as we pre-
dicted when he applied to us as mayor for
his Hoense, A Inrge audience paid a quar
ter & head, expecting to witness two or
three clog dances, a conple of sand Jigs and
somo cannon ball exercise. It wasalso gen-
erally understood that three or four good
songs would be sung, some tumbling in-
dulged in and that the professor would of-
fer anybody 833 to stand before him for four
rounds, To the
gust of the he began to show pleturea
of temples and and Japanese
and to boost the Japs up the Iadder for their
intellect and civilization, and as we cast an
eye around we saw that the boys conld not

be held down very long. Weall back
on the stage and asked thogo to
drop Japan and whoop it up for Arizona

In view of the popular excitement over the
question of stateliood he could have raked
in a big jack pot on a pair of deuces, but he
wasn't the man for the occasion. He per-
sisted In giving the audience Japan until
what we { came to pass. boys
rose up awd shot the towers off his old
godas and stampeded the audience. The
smtnum- got away, but left a cartload of
apanese ruins behind him. We must re-
peat that this town has its idloms, and the
steanger who wants to please us must post
bimself in advance. ¢ run to cattle and
mules and mines and don't go a copper on
and temples Japan may be a
country, but we bank on Arizona
to cent. We can sit still for about
10 minutes under most any sort of a lecture,
but then we demand a break in the monot-
ony. We don't want all songs orall jigs
or all jokes, but a proper compound, just
as rosin and mutton tallow and
are mixed together to cure a mule’s sore
heel. [n about a week more, after the boys
have ecooled down, Professor 1 can
return and take away his Japanese ruins,
and we trust that the lesson slnk deep
into his soul aud take the stiffness out of
his neck.

LOST HIS HEAD.

He Became a Lightning Rod Man and Ha
Boorned Her.

“He lovea me, and he will come thiseven-
lng."

It was Evangeline Watkins who mur
mured the above murmur as she sat on the
pinzza of her father's country mansion as
the sun went down and the flitting swal-
low began to flit. Down in the meadow an
old sheep was bleating for her little aheep-
let, which bad gone astray. In the farm-
yarnd the old man hnad just sat down tomilk
the lop horned cow and let his thoughts go
back to years Half & mile down the
dusty highway Farmer Johhson was yell-
Ing “Whoa—haw-gee!' at his steers, and in
the pear tree at the gate a robin redbreast
sat and sang his soul away, or tried to,

It was just such an evening as lovers love
tolove, Thers wererhythm and and
gentleness about it, and as the fair Evan-

line waited she felt that she could be

ppy with the object of her affections,
even if they had to live In a straw stack
and subsist on raw onfona. Walter Hig-
ginbottom had not asked her to be his wife
—not I“hln English—but both under-
stood. en you straln a girl to your heart
with such violence as to crack one of her
ribs, she looks upon It as a proposal of mar-
riage, and nothing is left but to name the
date and the preacher.

“Walter!"”

“Evangeline!

He stood before her, but as she looked at
him the glad light in her face faded awny,
and her fond heart almost coased to beat,
He was as cold as an iron hitching post in
Juum? and ns solemn ns n turkey the day
before Thanksgiving. Washe {112 Had he
been kieked by her father's mule while cut-
ting across lots? Had he stepped on the

handlet

“Walter, what is je?"

“Miss Watkins, I have ealled to say fare-
welll T am goiong farawny! Itisnot likely
that we shall ever meetngain. | have ealled
| to give you bnck your heart and to tell you
that you had better murry Bill Tompkins
if e will have you,"

“But, Walter" —

“I will explain, Up to this afternoon 1
was working for my father at a salary of
¥15 a month and board and washing and
darning. | bhad no dreams of the great
world beyond. [ had no soaring ambitions.
All has suddenly changel. A lightning
rod man ll.upr«l at our house for dinner,
with the result that I hired to him for §25a
month and expenses, and 1 leave tomorrow."

“But, Walter'' ——

“You must forget me. From now on
jour love will be hopeless. A lightning rod
man cannot mate w‘lh A farmer's daughter.
The gulf is wide and deep and unbridgable.
Marry Bill Tompkins, who always rather

liked you, and if he ever bullds a barn 1
will put lightning rods all over it and give
aim 10 percent off. Evangeline —Miss Wat
Kins—farewel 1!

He turned and walked away into the sum-
ner night—walked on and on and on un-
Al Liis coattails finally vanished from view
‘orever and forever, Evangeline was like
e turned to stone. For a long half hour
she never moved an eyewinker, Then, mov-
ng like one in a dream, she descended the
slnzza steps and walked around to the back
 the bouse, where hor mother was making
wft soap, and sat down on a log.

“1 don's think I put in guite 'nuf? war

amazement and dis J
hounes ank

blade of & hoe and been whacked by the

——— —

greane.' remarked the mother as she looked
u

‘IMM not reply.
“Iv's b'lled over twioe this evenin, and
that's a bad algn."

. Bhe could not . Bhe wna
4 .m‘ﬁn-nﬂ'&u»m
shook of Walter Higginboltom's
talthlessnens,

Nlighting Mis Dignity.

“"Look heah, Mra. Johinson," he sald aa
be halted & woman who waa passing the
‘.'I:I “folks dun tells medat yo' am
to bring a Inwsult ag'in our rall fur
killln yo'r cow,”

“DOES YO' PERAMDULATE DR POSISHUN 1

noypsr"
“What yo' got ter do 'bont (t7" she rather
indj " {

antly queried in w{ﬂ .
hat I got ter do? What I got ter do?
Doea yo' perambulate de posishun 1 holds
on dis rallrode, Mrs, Johnson?"
“Yo' workgindo freight houss, [ reckon.”
"I'Ixmr:;. . Johnson—exnctly. 1 worka
in de freight house by day, but at night 1
adwises wid de offishuls of de rond,
didu’t yo' cum to me 'bout dat cow "
“Reubs Bcott dun tole me how to do."
"Oh, he didl Reube Beott he dun had de
:ll to advise yo' 'bout ralirode bizness, did
! Werry well, Mm, Johnson, I won't
detaln yo' no longer. Go right 'long, Mra.
ohnson,”

by

"z‘lﬂt'n de mattah?” sbe anxlously

“Nuffin 'tall, Mrs, Johnson. In de co'se
of & week de offishuls will te me
'bout yo'r cow an ax her walue, Had yo'
come to me [ should hev put de i at
22, but under present sarcumstances I shall
reply dat a 16-cent nigger named Reube
Bcott claims dat we killed a 20-cent cow be-
lon to a 2ahillin eull'd woman, but dat
we better Nght de case ol'ar to de soo-

me court at Washington befo' we pay
B e v it

“But I'ze cum fur ady rhe

“Too Iate, Mrs, Johnson. Owin tb con-
-nmlnlrLelnnmloeMnn s dma
name Renbe Scott will pnnlnllplh de -
ity of yo'r claim, while it will be my dooty
to sagaciate sich a procrastinashun as will
make yo' tired cl'ar down to yo'r toes, An
revolr, Mra. Johinson. Dey tella me huckle-
berriesam lookin up right smart dis sesun.”

M. QuaAD.
No Use.
A brace of bu were
through the house thumlddm“tz

‘et anything?’ whispered the watcher
when the marauder returned.

“Naw," was the disgusted reply, “nothin
but a few bits of jewelry off the dresser.”

“Didn't you see nothin?"

.ON.w.'l

"Did you go through Lis pocketa?”

The other one looked through the dark-
ness at his pal contemptuously.

“Course not,” he growled; “can't you see
his wife's there with him?"

Then they tiptosd on up to the next floor.
=Detroit Free Press,

Reasoning It Out.

“Chollle,” sald Chapple sorrowfully,
“did you evah weflect that if it wasn's for
that beastly wow Gawge Washington got
us into in the lawst century you and I
would have been weal English subjecta?”

"\:ul. and it makes me feel dwead-
ful.'

“Well, Isay, let's swenh alleglance to the
queen now, old fel. Washington's acts
peed not bind us, He did not wepwesent
us in the least, faw, ye know, Chollle, we
weren't bawn then, so how could he?"'—
Harper's Dazar.

q§ ——
All the Same,

Mrs. Wickwire—Don't you think you
would make a better success of life i you
were Lo go to work?

Weary Watkius—Idunno. Do youthink
a man ought to work on Sunday?

Mrs. Wickwire—Certainly not, If he can
avold it
| Weary Watkins—Well, every day is Sun-
| day to a man in my business.—Indianapo-
lis Journal.

1

An Ingrate.

Jack Ford=Did you see that girl ent me
then?

Jack Ford—And yet | saved her life,
Frank Wileox—How?

Juck Ford—We were engaged, and final-
| Iy shie sald she'd rather diethan marry me,
w0 1 let her off, —Albany Argus.

Too Muceh For lMim,

| I understand that you have thoroughly

mastered the English langunge.”

“I thought 1 had till yesterdny."

“And now you think you haven't? What
led you to change your opinion "

“I read & description of a game of base-
ball."—New York Press.

No Wonder,
Attoruey—-Now, sir, can't you remember
all that was sald on that evening?
Witness—No, indeed!
“HBut you heard {t#"
“Yes, but there were slx women talking."
~Cleveland Plain Dealer.

Can't Develop Beyond That.

There's the girl who's stuck on fencing, and
the girl who's Just commencing to be somes
what Interested in the art of self defonse;

There's the girl who's good at riding, and the
girl who skes to striding over leagues of dale
and mountain with snergy intense;

There's the girl who worships rowing, and the
one wha's fond of showing a markmanship
astounding (o u person of her sex;

Fhere's the girl who's slways ready, with a
nerve both true snd stead y, when woolul dan-
gers threaten or diflculties vex;

Hut despite the manly carriage and the open
scorn of marriage which the “indgpendent”
faddists seem to think so very nice

You may perhaps have ncted that they're

their inhervot fear ¢ f mice.
=Detrglt Tribune.

Mayor ?i'llbrook

of MeKeeapart, Pa., had a forefula buned undep
ono oar which the physioan lnnced and then 18
became sore, and was followed by
erysipolas. Mrs, k gave him

Hood’s 8arsaparlilia

the sore healed up, ha became perfectly well
and s now a lively, rebust boy. Other parents
whoso children sufler from Impure blood
should profit by this example.

HOOD'S PiLLE curs llabitusl Constipation
edtoring periataitio action of the allmentary

As many of our customers
could not attend our Corset
sale on account of the s\tum.l
on Saturday last, we will give
them another chance, Next
Saturday evening from 7 until
9 o'clock, when we will sell

our guaranteed summer corsets

at

=29cC,

For two hours,

J. . AR & 0.

1039 O BTREET.

Real Estate Loans

On farms la Eastorn Nebraska and improved
property in Lineoln, for a term of years

——

LLOWEST CURRENT RATES.

R. E. AND J. MOORE.
RICHARDS BLOCK.
Corner Eloventh and O Stroets, Lincoln.
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LADIBé' AND GHILDREN'S
HATRCUTTING s
o o o SHAMPOOING

A SPECIALTY,

Frank Wilcox—I noticed she didut 'bow, |

very seldom quoted as baving lost completely |

SAM WESTERFIELD'S.

BURR BLOCK.

STIFF HATS MADE 10 ORBER

FROM 82.50 TO 84.50.
Lincoln  &tiff Hat Factory

N. W, COR. TWELFTH AND O BTS

d Hats Blocked, Cleaned, Dyed and
wade as good as wew, All kinds
aof Repair Work done,

ree herokee |
'lerms IN G Step.

Write to E, L. Palmer, P, A, S8anto Fe Route
Dmaha, Neb,, for free copy of illustrated folder
deseribing

Cherolcee Rtreilp,
anil the Tonkawa, Pawnee and Kiekapoo Resers
vations, soon to be opensd for settlement by the
L. 5. governmont,

Ulions of acres o the tine

| est ngricultural country under the sun, waiting
to b tiekled by the husbandman’s plowshure ;
this is almest the last chanes to obtain one of

nele Sam's froe farms,

The Largest in the Waorld!
Over Lan Rooms !
COR. B0TH BT AND 8T LAWRENCE AVE
Ounly two blocks from the Midway
Pluisanev ontranco of thoe world's Tair
Awmerican Plan $3,00,
European Plan, $1.50,
Write for dares, rovms and rates to
COPELAND TOWNSEND, Mar
Formerly Mgr. Palmor House,

ASK YOUR DEALER FOR
“HAPPY HOME" CLOTHING.
The Heat for the Price In the _\I’fwldt
EVERY SUIT GUARANTEED!

Manufactured only by
| L C. WACHSMUTH & C0O,, Chicago, Illinois,

THE
GREAT
' EASTERN
HOTEL,

Chivago




